BARBARIAN STORIES

round its neck. It threw up its head and bounded
clattering over the stones; she hung on desperately
till it quieted down, then gradually sat up, still with
a handful of mane, and at last got hold of the bridle.
Fortunately the horse had started with its head
towards the pass and kept on the same way; so she
had very little to do at first except to get used to it.
It was very furry; her legs pressed into its deep, warm
roughness. She liked its smell; after a time it seemed
to her that once upon a time, before the raid and
before Mot, she had ridden on a horse; she was not
afraid of it any more.

She stopped at the head of the pass. She had been
there once with Mot, a year ago; he had shown her
how far it was safe to go, and which way the hills
began to slope towards the grazing-grounds of Over
the Hills. Things looked different by starlight, but
still she had to take the chance; she could not tell
how long they would go on sleeping in the dun. She
was quite clear-headed now, and the night airs on this
height were making her cold and clean again. Sea-
thing in the cloak was crying, so she had him out and
suckled him, still sitting astride of the furry horse.
When that was over she set off again, keeping a watch
on the stars to see how she was going. By and bye
she got very sleepy and kept on waking suddenly
from little more than a few heart-beats of sleep; but
after a time she grew so stiff and aching in un-
accustomed muscles and sinews that the sleep left her,
Dawn came ahead and to the right. She passed a
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